NOSCE TEIPSUM

Yet Nature so her streams doth lead and carry
As that her course doth make no final stay
Till she herself into the Ocean marry,
Within whose watery bosom first she lay:

Even so the Soul which in this earthly mould
The Spirit of God doth secretly infuse,
Because at first she doth the earth behold,
And only this material world she views,

At first her mother-earth she holdeth dear,
And doth embrace the world and worldly things:
She flies close by the ground, and hovers here,
And mounts not up with her celestial wings.

Yet under heaven she cannot light on aught
That with her heavenly nature doth agree;
She cannot rest, she cannot fix her thought,
She cannot in this world contented be:

For who did ever yet, in honour, wealth,
Or pleasure of the sense, contentment find?
Who ever ceas'd to wish, when he had health?
Or having wisdom was not vext in mind?

Then as a bee which among weeds doth fall,
Which seem sweet flowers, with lustre fresh and gay,
She lights on that, and this, and tasteth all,
But pleas'd with none doth rise and soar away,

So, when the Soul finds here no true content,
And, like Noah's dove, can no sure footing take,
She doth return from whence she first was sent,
And flies to Him that first her wings did make.

Wit, seeking Truth, from cause to cause ascends,
And never rests till it the first attain:
XC illr seeking Good, finds many middle ends,
But never stays till it the kst do gain-
Now God the Truth and First of Causes is;
God is the Last Good End, which lasteth still;
Being Alpha and Omega named for this;
Alpha to Wit, Omega to the Will.